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WOODLAND WHISPERINGS 


D° you know the Weeping Willow, 
With its leaves so soft and grey ; 
Like the mists that rise at evening, 
Like the fading of the day ? 


~ Do you wonder what it whispers 
To the silent lake below ? 

Nay, the whispering of the willows 
Ts not for us to know. 


Have you seen the forest Oak-tree, 
With arms so widely spread ; 
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With its handsome knotted branches, 
Where the little squirrels tread ? 


Do you wonder what it whispers 
To those creatures brown and small, 
As you hear the branches crackle 
Squirrels skip, and acorns fall ? 


Have you seen the Silver Birch-tree, 
Erect and tall and high, 

That seems ever stretching upwards, 
Up and up towards the sky ? 


Have you watched its leaflets quiver ? 
Have you wondered what they say 
To the little floating breezes 
That around them steal and play ? 


And the ever-clinging Ivy plant, 
Meandering in and out— 
Do you think it says “I love you” 


As it wanders round about ? 
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Nay, the whisperings of the woodlands 
Are not for you and me ; 

We can only watch and wonder 
What these silent talks can be. 


We can only linger closely 
Beside them day by day, 

And perchance some little whisper 
May one evening steal our way. 


THE CHILD AND THE SQUIRREL 


UST a little brown squirrel, 
He climbed up so high, 
And looked at that maid 
With his little bright eye. 


“You dear little squirrel, 
Don’t hasten away ; 

Tm all by myself, 

And I want you to stay.” 


But that dear little squirrel 
Was busy, you see ; 
He was gathering nuts 


At the top of the tree. 
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That little maid watched him 
And said, “‘I am sure 

You’ve picked enough acorns 
To have quite a store.” 


You silly wee maiden, 

Pray do you not see 

That when winter-time comes 
No acorns there’ll be ! 


And if he should wake 
In his long winter sleep, 
How glad he will be 

Of that nice little heap! 


But that dear little maid 
Turned away with a frown 
And said, ‘I don’t like 
That wee squirrel so brown. 


“ He greedily feeds 

At the top of the tree, 
And won’t come and play 
With a maiden like me.” 


That night as she knelt 


At her fond mother’s side 
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And told of the squirrel, 
The mother replied : 


“* My dear little girlie, 
The squirrel is right 

To work in the day 

And prepare for the night. 


“Tn the long winter days, 
With the snow on the ground, 
Should he happen to wake, 
Where will acorns be found ?” 


And when that wee maiden 
Was tucked in her bed, 

“JT think Pll forgive 

That brown squirrel,” she said. 


“T thought him so greedy, 
But now I shall pray 

That God will look after him 
Each winter day.” 


THE DAISY 


A FRILL of white, A tiny plant, 

A stalk of green, A common thing, 
Among the grass It greets us ever 
A flower is seen. In the Spring. 


Its little cup 

Is full of dew; 
It lifts it up 

To me and you. 


It looks so shyly This tiny flower, 
From the sod, This common thing, 
As if to say, Is God’s wee daisy, 
“T look to God.”’ Born in Spring. 
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MORNING PRAYER 
RUNNING river, 


A flowing stream, 
A purple patch, 
A sunlight gleam. 


A daisied field, 
An old stone wall, 
A little maid, 
And that was all. 


A little maid, 
With trustful eyes 
Fixed earnestly 
Upon the skies. 


A little maid 

Who knelt in prayer, 
Whilst breezes played 
Amongst her hair ; 


Whilst daisies spread 
Around her feet 
And lifted up 
Their faces sweet, 
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And gazed 

With little yellow eye 
Upon the clouds 
That floated by. 


Come, let us leave 
This meadow fair, 
This little maiden 
At her prayer. 


Come, with the breezes 
Steal away ; 

This is no place 

For us to play! 


THE ACONITE 


‘TBE Aconite, 

Sweet flower of light, 
It tells of coming Spring. 
From leaves so dead 
It lifts its head 
To hear the birdies sing. 


Tho’ winds blow cold, 
Its crown of gold 
Sheds glory all around. 
Sweet tender thing, 
Sweet child of Spring, 


None daintier e’er was found. 
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Its little task 

We need not ask, 

Or why God let it grow. 

How strangely bare 

This Earth so fair 

Without the flowers that blow! 


THE MOORHEN'S. NEST 


* Fleur little eggs,” she softly said. 
“ Dear little things, how I love you— 
Tucked in your nest so cosy and warm, 
Beautiful sunshine above you!” 


Eight little eggs in a snug little nest 
Means eight little moorhens, you know ; 
And the proud little mother, she puffed out 
her breast 


As she thought of the pond below. 
10 


Little black babies just out of their shells ! 
She pictured how sweet they would look 
As they trotted in line round the little green 

pool 
And paddled their feet in the brook. » 


The pretty brown rushes were waving above 
Like sentinels over her head, 

Guarding the nest with its eight little eggs, 
Shelt’ring the wee cosy bed. 


Hark ! Mother Moorhen is singing a song, 
Crooing away in her glee! 
“Oh! what a beautiful world it is 


For a ‘ mother of eight,’ ” says she. 
11 


“Waving brown rushes to guard me above, 
The pond for my home below ; 

And no one to know of my snug little nest 
But the fishes that swim to and fro.” 


“Croo,” sings the mother again and again, 
And a soft little ‘‘Croo”’ gave she; 
For Crack, Crack, Crack! go the little brown 


shells, 
And she quivered and quivered with glee! 


Hight little babies to greet the world, 

- With a proud little mother behind ; 

Cuddled down in the nook by the side of the 
brook, 


Sweeter nestlings you never will find! 


\e 
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THE WILLOW PALM-TREE 
LOSSY buds, 


b 


Downy buds, 


G 


> 


Waving in the wind ; 


Daintier buds, 


Prettier buds, 


None will ever find. 
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Tossing high, 

Bending low ; 

Swelling in the sun, 
Linger on, 

Lovely buds ; 
Spring-time has begun. 


Daisies white, 

Meadows green ; 

Rivers running by, 

All the world 

Makes melody ; 

Wave your branches high ! 


by eee 
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BUDS IN SPRING  —=SS34 


pu tell you of the buds I know. 
I visit them in Spring, 

When Mother Earth is waking up 
And birds begin to sing. 


The Chestnut buds are very brown 
And very sticky too, 

They always turn towards the Sun ; 
That shines amid the blue. 


The little buds that dress in black, 
There’s no mistaking these ; 
They grow upon the old ash-tree 


That’s waving in the breeze. 
15 


And then those dainty pointed buds 
I think you all must know ; 

They’re children of the old beech-tree 
Whose leaves have such a glow! 


And what about these bursting buds, 
So fresh and green to see? 

We love the shrub on which they grow, 
The pretty lilac-tree. 


But oh! there are so many buds 
That more I will not say, 

But only ask my little friends 
To visit them some day. 


WHEN MARCH WINDS BLOW 


fe pS day,” 
I hear you say. 
The month of March is here. 
The Wind says, “‘ See, 
[ll have a spree !” 


He’s rather rough, I fear. 
16 


He tosses down 
The twigs so brown, 
And ever louder grows ; 
With here a crash ! 
And there a smash ! 
Hark ! how he roars and blows! 


The waves at sea 
Rise up in glee 
To join the mighty sound, 
And little rills 
From distant hills 
An echoing voice have found. 


Yea, all rejoice 
To hear his voice ; 
What message does he bring ? 
The daisies know; 
They whisper low, 
‘His is the voice of Spring !”’ 


17 


THE POND I LOVE 


|? is just a little duck-weed pond, 
But all the world to me. 

Come, hasten o'er the meadows, 

Dear children, come and see! 


The grass is waving on the bank, 
The willows bending low ; 
Beneath the water little fish 


Are swimming to and fro. 
18 


Such tiny things with wriggling tails, 

I bid you come and look ; 

They seem to think my duck-weed pond 
Will make a cosy nook. 


And all among the rushes, 
If carefully you peep, 
You'll find the moorhen on her nest; 


I hope she’s not asleep. 
19 


And now I'll take my little stick 
And stir the water round : 

Such curious, very wondrous things 
Are always to be found. 


No wonder that my duck-weed pond 
Ts all the world to me! 

Come, hasten o’er the meadows, 
Dear children, come and see! 
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A MERMAID 


BY the green-blue sea, 
On the rocks so grey, 
A little Mermaid 
Was wont to play. 


The moonlight falls 
On this maiden fair, 
On her sea-blue eyes 
And her golden hair, 


As she dives in the pools 
And plays with the spray 

Of the grand old waves 
That roll that way. 


The moonlight leaves 
The green-blue sea : 

That little mermaid, 
Where is she? 


In a house of shells ? 
In a cave below ? 
None but Elves 


And Goblins know. 
21 


THE WOODPECKER’S BREAKFAST 


Boy. 


Woodpecker? answer me, say.” 


es Ny do you tap at the bark of that tree, 


W oODPECKER. 


“ Because I am hungry, my dear little boy, 
Because I want breakfast to-day.” 


Boy. 


“What will you find in that very hard wood ? 
Nothing that’s nice, I am sure.” 


WOoODPECKER. 


“ Wait, little boy ; there are insects inside— 


Wait till I open the door.” 
22 


““WHY DO YOU TAP AT THE BARK OF THAT TREE?” 
(See p. 22} 


Boy. 


“But, Woodpecker, you'll never catch them, you 
know, 


For your beak is too pointed and long.” 


At this moment an insect appeared on the 
scene, 
And the little boy saw he was wrong. 


The Woodpecker put out a very long tongue, 
And oh! such a sticky tongue too! 
He swallowed that insect! “‘ Well done!” cried 
the boy. 


“ But Pm glad I don’t breakfast with you!” 
23 
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THE DANDELION 


E careth for 
The small things, 

And so He cares for me: 
Tho’ I’m just a dandelion— 
A common thing, maybe! 
He knew 
Where I was planted, 
From many a cloud 
He shed 
Refreshing little rain-drops 
Upon my yellow head. 


Because I’m 
In His vineyard 
have to work with care, 
I deck the grassy meadows, 
I do my little share. 
The little 
Children know me 
As “dandelion” so bold! 
They love 
My green and juicy stem, 


My gorgeous head of gold. 
24 


Not modest 

Like the daisy— 

Not hiding in the grass 
For human feet to trample 
Upon me as they pass— 
But bold 

And bright and beautiful 
Is just the way I grow: 
Because it is 

God’s plan for me, 

And only He can know. 
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A “BUNNY” 


Aves tame bunny in the grass, 
A little maiden saw him pass, 

Rushes off in highest glee. 

“Bunny has escaped,” said she. 


A sudden sound—a distant bang! 
Thro’ the woodland glade it rang. 
Alas! that bunny once so gay 

All silent on the heather lay. 


A little grave of moss and leaves, 
A little mound beneath the trees ; 
A maiden sheds a bitter tear 

For poor wee bunny buried here! 


SUMMER-LAND SONGS 


“DRUZZ! Buzz! Buzz!” 
Said that little brown fellow. 
“Open your petals, you marigold yellow ; 
The sun has been shining for many an hour. 
Open your petals, you little gold flower ! 
Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!” 
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“Coo! Coo! Coo!” 
Said a little grey dove. 
“Coo!” said his mate ; “ we will sing of love. 
We’ll softly coo while the sky is blue, 
We'll sing and we'll sing as little doves do! 
Coo! Coo! Coo!” 
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“Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!” 

Said a nice little bird, 

With his head on one side; “‘ sweet sounds I 
heard. 

Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!” And altogether 

They sang and they sang in the sunshiny 
weather. 


“Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!” 


“Sing! Sing! Sing!” 
Said a child at her play. 
“Tittle bees, little birds, sing away, sing 
away ; 
Sing of the Summer—the days that are long. 
Little birds, little bees, sing your beautiful 
song. 
Sing! Sing! Sing!” 


“ Ring-a-ting! Ring-a-ting!” 
From the woodland dell ; 
“‘ Ring-a-ting ” came from a fairy bell; 
A dainty wee plant—in the heather it grew, 
A bluebell—that chimed out its roundelay 

too : 

“Ring-a-ting ! Ring-a-ting !” 
28 


** Hush-a-bye! Hush-a-bye!” 

A fond mother said. 

““Hush-a-bye,” for my wee one is going to 
bed ; 

And the sweetest of all songs to bid you 
good-bye 

Is a little one’s cradle song—Sweet Hush-a- 
bye. 

Hush-a-bye! Hush-a-bye !”’ 


TOLD TO THE WORLD 


| LOVE you, World, you wide, wide 
World, 
Much more than I can say ; 
I love the garden where I dig, 
The orchard where I play. 


I love to sit beside the brook 
Just where the fishes glide, 
And skim about all in and out 
Around on every side. 
29 


I love to le upon 
the ground 
And watch the 
insects small, 
The tiny ants that 
build their nests 
Beneath the old 
grey wall; 


To see the spider spin his web, 
And swing from tree to tree; 

To watch for little beetles, too, 
It is such fun for me! 


And how I love to wade a ditch 
Where toads and froggies roam, 


And where I meet the water-rat, 
And see him bustling home! 


And in the meadows where the grass 
Is growing tall and high, 

I love to lie upon my back 
And gaze into the sky. 


Indeed, it is a lovely world, 
I’m sure you'll all agree! 

There is so very much to know, 
So very much to see! 
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THE KINGFISHER’S SONG 


CHILD. 


2 yee lovely little coloured bird, 
Sitting upon that tree, 
Where is your home? where is your nest ? 
Come, tell your tale to me. 


“ Why do you gaze into that stream ? 
Why is your beak so long? 
Where do you hide your pretty eggs ? 
Please come and sing your song.” 
32 


“YOU LOVELY LITTLE COLOURED BIRD ”’ 
(See p. 32) 


KINGFISHER. 


“My little child, look in the stream, 
Where all the fishes glide. 

They are my food ; that’s why I sit 
Close to the water-side. 


“That's why my beak is very strong. 
God gave it me, you know, 

That I might dip it in the stream 
-And catch the fish below. 


“ My home is in the grassy bank. 
The water-rat can tell 

How with my beak I scoop it out 
And line it all so well. 


“With fish-bones do I line the walls, 
Not feathers, moss, or hay ; 

I build it all beside the stream, 
Just where the fishes play. 


“‘ And there such dainty eggs you'll find: 
Please come with me and see; 
For cosier nest could ne’er be built 


Than mine in any tree.” 
33 


CHILD. 


“Dear Kingfisher, I thank you much 
For singing me your song. 

T certainly will visit you 
Before so very long.” 


And as across the pastures green 
That little maiden sped, 
“‘ He’s just the cleverest little bird 


’ 


I’ve ever met,” she said. 
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FAIRY 
SS FOOT-STOOLS 


Ries of Fairy Foot-stools 
Growing in the grass ; 
Daintier, sweeter foot-stools 
None did ever pass. 


When the moon is shining 
Far above the hill ; 
When the birds are silent 


And the valley still, 
35 


Then it is that Fairies 
Flit across the ground, 
Climb their little foot-stools, 
Making ne’er a sound ; 


{ 
Join their hands together, 
Dancing in a ring, 
O’er the scarlet fungi, 
While they sweetly sing : 


“Come and join our circle, 
Elves and Goblins too ; 

Let us dance till morning, 
Bathing in the dew! 


‘“‘Let us dance together, 
Holding hand in hand, 
Till the sun arises 
O’er the sleeping land.” 


See the Fairy Foot-stools 
Growing in the grass, 
Waiting for the moonlight 

When the Fairies pass. 
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CLOUDS 


ees just little clouds, 
And we sail in the sky: 

Look up, little children, 

And watch us pass by. 


The Wind is our driver, 
He drives us along. 

You all know the Wind, 
With his very loud song. 


Sometimes in the evening 
He hurries away, 

And little cool breezes 
Around us will play. 


Curly Clouds, Feather Clouds, 
Bed Cloudlets, too— 

These dear little names 

Have been given us by you. 


Of these ’tis the Bed Clouds 
The children know best ; 
They come when the little ones 


Lie down to rest. 
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THE HISTORY OF A TADPOLE 


| SAW a little jelly thing, 
"Twas floating on a pool ; 
I left that little jelly thing 
To hasten off to school. 


I came again another day 
That jelly egg to see ; 

I stirred the duckweed all about 
And said, ‘“‘ Oh, where is he ?” 


I found a little wagging tail ; 
I said, “ Oh, Tadpole dear, 
’Twas surely you inside that egg! 
How did you get out here ?” 


I caught him in my little tin ; 
T said, “ Pll take him home.” 
38 


I little thought my living charge 
Would soon begin to roam. 


But soon he grew his little legs 
And sucked his small tail in, 

And in the night he softly leapt 
From out my shallow tin! 


A little Froggie now was he; 
He hopped upon the floor 

And said, “ Good-bye, my little boy ; 
I shall come back no more.” 


I sorely grieved to find he’d gone, 
But still I hope to meet 

My darling Froggie on the road 
Or hopping down the street ! 


THE BIRD AND THE BERRIES 


HEY grew upon the old rose-tree, 
Those hips of brightest red. 
“Tl dress them in the sweetest way,” 
The glorious Sun had said. 


A little bird came hopping by ; 
He peered between the leaves. 

“Oh, what a feast!” that dicky thought ; 
“‘T really must have these.” 


“You silly little hips,” he said, 
“To dress in colours bold ; 

You might have known I'd find you out 
Among these leaves of gold.” 


“But that is what we want, you know: 
Our little seeds inside 

Are simply longing to get out,” 
The scarlet hips replied. 


The dicky chirped, and as he pecked 
The little seedlings out 
He ate a few; the rest of them 


Were scattered round about. 
40 
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His task completed, off he flew, 
I’m sure quite glad to know 
He’d helped the little scarlet hips 

Their tiny seeds to sow. 


Morat. 


Like birds and berries, let us try 
Each other’s work to aid, 

And ever make more beautiful 
This great world God has made. 


THE WORLD I LIVE IN 


RU NING streamlets, 
Bubbling brooks, 

Singing birds, 

And cawing rooks. 


Chattering magpies, 
Twittering wrens, 
Quacking ducks, 


And clucking hens. 
42 


Neighing horses, 
Lowing cows, 
Squealing pigs, 
And snorting sows. 


Barking dogs 
And mewing cats, 
Stealing after 
Mice and rats. 


What a noise 
And what a din 
Is the world 
That I live in! 
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UP FROM FAIRYLAND 
A MOSSY ditch, 


A moon so fair, 
Someone flitting 
Thro’ the air. 


A fairy elf, 
Her wings so light, 
Softly tripping 
Thro’ the night. 
44 


Upon her head 
A crown of flowers, 


That speak of summer’s 
Golden hours. 


Forget-me-nots 

And violets blue, 
Marsh marigolds 

Of gorgeous hue! 


Say, fairy elf, 

Where have you been ? 
By woodland dell 

And forest green ? 


Where did you find 
So fair a crown ? 

Did sunbeam fairies 
Toss it down ? 


You answer 
That your garland sweet 
Was lying just 
Beneath your feet. 
45 


You waved your wand, 
You touched the ground, 
And flowers blossomed 
All around. 


Of course, wee sprite, 
We understand 

You’ve just come up 
From Fairyland, 


The place where 
Sleepy children go. 
In Fairyland 
Things happen so! 
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THE FLIGHT OF THE SWALLOWS 


see are you going to, dear little birds, 
In your feathers of softest grey ? 
Why do you perch on the telegraph wires 
In that sweet little perky way ? 


Dear little maiden, we follow the sun 
That shines in the heavenly blue. 
When his power grows less and winds blow 
cold, 


What can we swallows do ? 


But hasten away to a warmer land ? 
And so, little maid, “‘ Good-bye ;” 
And, spreading their wings, those dear little 
birds 
Flew off in the blue summer sky. 
47 


MY GARDEN 


Meet shall I plant in my garden? 
Said a dear little girl one day ; 

Shall I plant lilies and roses ? 

Shall I plant marigolds gay ? 


Shall I plant gold-eyed daisies, 
Violets, white and blue ? 
Yes, and the flaunting poppy 


Shall have a corner too. 
48 


And who will water my garden ? 
The gently falling rain, 

And the misty dew in the early dawn 
Shall sprinkle it once again. 


The sun shall shed on my garden 
The little sunbeams bright ; 

Till the wee buds open widely 
To greet the morning light. 


The birds shall sing in the branches, 
The butterflies hover around, 

And the air shall be full of music, 
The sweetest, merriest sound. 


Till the evening shadows lengthen, 
The clouds turn gold and red, 
And the fairies whisper softly, 
“‘Tt’s time to go to bed.” 


Then I will leave my garden— 

I need no longer wait ; 

I will leave my flowers to slumber, 
And softly close the gate. 


49 


AUTUMN LEAVES 
| EAFLETS golden, leaf- 


~ lets brown, 
Softly, gently, tumbling 
st down. 
A Soon the branches will be 
bare ; 
Little leaves, they'll miss 
you there ! 


Autumn leaflets, trembling so, 
Sad it is that you must go; 
But the leafless branches tell 


Of buds that in the spring will swell. 
50 


And this mass of gold and red, 

Which beneath our feet we tread, 
How it will enrich the earth! 

Autumn leaves, how great your worth! 


Gy 
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THE WORK OF AUTUMN 


“ TT’S time to change our dresses,” 
I heard the green leaves say, 
And in gold and brown 
They fluttered down 
Upon that Autumn day. 


“It’s time that we should ripen,”’ 
I heard the rose-hip say. 
“A lovely red,” 
She softly said, 


“Shall greet this Autumn day ” 
51 


“It’s time to scatter seedlings,” 
I heard a dicky say. 
He pecked about 
Till the seeds fell out 
On that lovely Autumn day. 


“Tt’s time that I were going,” 
I heard the great Sun say. 
He breath’d farewell 
As soft rays fell 
To Earth on that Autumn day. 


FOREST FAIRIES 


Wee my nurse puts out the light, 
When the stars are peeping ; 

When I’m tucked inside my bed 

And Nursie thinks I’m sleeping, 


Then it is that fairies come, 
Footsteps lightly tripping ; 
Thro’ the windows, thro’ the door, 


Hear them gently skipping. 
52 


Now they take me by the hand, 
In the moonlight dancing, | 
Ladies from the pictures step, 
Oh! it is entrancing ! 


Jump up, soldiers, dollies, too, 
Or you'll have a shaking ! 

It is time that you were up 
And all the toys were waking. 


But when Nursie brings a light, 
Through the darkness gleaming, 
Then I wake up with a start 

And know I’ve just been dreaming. 


A WINTER SONG 


9 ea the New Year bells were pealing 
Thro’ the sky so softly stealing 
Little snowflakes found their way, 
And the tired earth bid them stay. 


Sleeping, sleeping ; gently sleeping ; 
Not a single blade is peeping, 

All are tucked away below, 
Resting ‘neath a cloud of snow. 


Winter winds are ever blowing 
And the little streams cease flowing ; 
Scarce a sound from beast or bird, 
Only tiny chirps are heard. 


Soon will come a glorious waking ; 
Trees will blossom, streamlets making 
Music as they flow along: 
All will be one burst of song! 


54 


DEWDROPS 


HAT is it falling so fast, so fast, 

Riding along through the air ? 

Dear little dewdrops that lightly fall 
Down on the earth so fair. 


Daisies are holding their little round cups 
Patiently up to the sky. 

P’r’aps they are saying, in Daisy-land talk, 
“Dear dewdrops, don’t pass us by !” 


Down on the meadows they mistily fall, 
Cooling the beautiful sod, 

Helping along in their own little way 
The wonderful work of God. 


“ And only a dewdrop ?” I hear you say— 
“Only a glistening thing, 
Smaller than daisies that grow in the grass 


And blossom so sweetly in Spring ? 
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“Surely a dewdrop would not be missed 
If one were to roll away ?” 

Nay, little maid, not one can be spared ; 
Each has its part to play. 


Each has its place in the wonderful world ; 
Hundreds of dewdrops, you know, 

Are all made up of the ones and ones, 
And together they work below. 


Just as it is with you and me: 
We’re parts of God’s plan, you see, 
And all have our own little place to fill, 
Tho’ lowly that place may be. 


A SLUMBER SONG 
USH-A-BYE, hush-a-bye ! 


See, she is sleeping, 
Sweet Mother Earth. 
Gentle moon, shine on her, 


Gentle moon, watch o'er her— 


Dear Mother Earth. 
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Lullabye, Lullabye, 
See, she is sleeping, 
Sweet little babe! 
Mother, watch over her, 
In your arms folding her— 
Rest, little babe. 


Rock-a-bye, rock-a-bye, 

Shake the bough gently. 
Sleep, little birds ; 

Warm wings o’ershadow thee, 

Fond mother shelters thee— 
Sleep, little birds. 
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